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PROLOGUE 


My breasts were about the size of my head. They were full G-cups... and they 
were growing larger each day. Last week, I’d taken part in an experimental breast 
enlargement procedure. My doctor had injected an enormous quantity of fat cells into 
my boobs — so much that almost 90% of any weight I gained would be in my bust. 
Now, I wasn’t one to take it slow after having this procedure finished. I worked my 
way from a DD-cup, which was my cup size when I finished the initial procedure, to a 
full G-cup in only a few days. I was carrying around a lot of extra weight on my chest, 
and I had to stuff myself like a pig in order to get there. I was eating non-stop for the 
past few days and now the results were clearly visible. 

I came to Caesar’s Palace in Las Vegas to have this procedure done, along with my 
boyfriend, Robert. He’s a rich executive, more than twenty years older than me, and 
he was glad to pay for my treatment to turn me into his busty mid-life crisis plaything. 
That was all last week, though. 

Robert was leaving early this morning, and I’d get to keep his suite at Caesar’s for 
the next week. My two best friends, Jenna and Vicki were arriving today also. Neither 
of them knew that I’d a breast augmentation, and no one, aside from my doctor, knew 
about the experimental procedure that I’d gone through — although Robert had remarked 
that he thought my boobs were getting bigger. 

This week was going to be the craziest and bustiest spring break ever. I was going 
to see to that. With our suite and hotel expenses paid for by Robert and with close to 
$4000 in cash left over from Robert, I was fully funded and ready to have a killer time. 
I just had to get rid of Robert before he started suspecting anything. In the last week I 
cheated on him twice with two different hunky studs... something I don’t normally do, 
but I was learning to love it. I got fucked a couple of days ago by this amazing masseuse, 
and boy did he know how to push my buttons — he was truly gifted with his hands... 
and other parts of his anatomy as well. I may visit him again before the end of my trip. 

I was about to finally bust out of my shell and have the most outrageous and 
passionate spring break of all time. It would only be a few more hours until my friends 
arrived. 








CHAPTER 1: MONDAY 


"Good morning, sweetie," I said to Robert, waking him up. "Only three hours until 
your plane leaves. You’d better get up and get ready.” I didn’t know why he was tired. 
When I fucked him last night, I was on top and I certainly did all the work. 

"Thanks, love. Pm up. I’m going," he said as he pulled himself out of bed and 
started to clean himself up. "You look as pretty as ever this morning. How do you 
feel?" 

"I feel fine." He looked at my bustline, trying to see whether it was the same size as 
last night. I told him earlier that the reason it must have looked bigger was that it was 
still swollen from the surgery. I don’t know if he’d keep buying that. I was wearing 
my new G-cup bra and a new extra-large top that I bought the day before. When I tried 
it on in the store, the G-cup bra was pretty loose. I was halfway between an F-cup and 
a G-cup. Today I was a full G. If I continued to eat like I was, by the end of the day my 
bra would be even tighter than it was now. Robert was clearly noticing a change. 
Right now, my boobs were about as big as my head. When he first saw me, I was only 
an F-cup - still big by any measure, but not head-sized. I’d grown a little last night as 
my food continued to digest. 

"You're still swollen. It almost looks like you're even bigger than last night." 

"That’s probably just because I’m wearing a bra right now. I really don’t notice 
any difference. I feel better though." 

"You really ought to go back to the doctor and have that checked out." 

"That's why I told you I needed to stay. Ihave a follow-up appointment on Thursday. 
I told you this already." 

"Yes, I know," he said, "but perhaps Thursday isn’t soon enough. It’s been several 
days now and you still look huge. I m concerned that the swelling hasn't improved. If 
anything, it looks a little worse." 

"You worry too much. Ill be fine. I feel fine. Tl give you a call Thursday and tell 
you what the doctor had to say." 

"Okay. I’m just concerned, that’s all." 

"I know. And thank you for the concern. Now, let me order some room service so 
you aren't hungry during your flight." Robert got in the shower and I ordered a sizeable 
meal from room service. Sure, some of it was for Robert, but I was going to polish off 
what was left. I was used to eating huge meals by now, and I wasn’t about to stop. A 
G-cup was a good size, but I wanted to do better. I wanted my boobs to be really big. 

The room service arrived when Robert got out of shower, and we started to dig in. 
By the time he finished up, there was still a huge amount of food left. "You really went 
overboard with breakfast. You know I’m trying to lose weight. I don’t want to eat this 
much." 
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"I know. I just thought you’d like a nice meal before your flight. You're going 
back to work today, and you should be satiated before you get to the office. You can’t 
think on an empty stomach." 

He nibbled a bit more, but I finished most of the food. I rode with him in the taxi to 
the airport and accompanied him up to the security checkpoint. I kissed him goodbye 
and watched as he left. As I was walking back out to catch another taxi, it was time for 
my spring break to actually begin. Robert was gone, and I was now totally unrestrained. 

I took a taxi back to Caesar’s and, sitting alone in the back of the car with no one to 
talk to, I finally started to notice some of the effects of my enlarged bust. For one, it 
was bouncing along with the car. This taxi probably had some of the worst shocks in 
the known universe, and every bump on the road was making it through the car and 
into my bust. My boobs were jiggling wildly. I could see the taxi driver in front of me 
taking every opportunity to steal a glance through the rearview mirror. My pink top 
had a nice v-cut neckline that showcased some of my generous cleavage and the driver 
was helping himself to a view whenever he got the chance. 

I decided to call him on it. I was going to have a little fun. I waited until he thought 
I was looking away and he started staring. "Enjoying the view?" I asked him. 

"Huh?" he said, trying to act nonchalant. 

"I asked if you were enjoying the view. You've been staring at my tits for ten 
minutes." 

"Oh, uh. Sorry about that. I didn’t mean..." 

I cut him off. "No need to apologize. I just wanted to know if you enjoyed the view. 
So... did you?" He didn’t say anything for a couple seconds. I think he was a little 
nervous at getting caught. He seemed like the shy loser type. "Well? Did you enjoy 
looking at my tits?" 

"Um, yeah, I guess so. That’s why I was looking." 

"See, that’s all I wanted to know. You don’t have to be so secretive about it. If you 
like looking, just look. Just try not to get us in an accident okay? You know, as 
someone who lives in Vegas, I’d think you’d be used to busty girls." 

"Honestly, you’ re the biggest ve ever driven. Sure, I’ ve had some large-breasted 
women before, but I can tell you that you’re easily the largest." 

"Awww, thank you. You’re gonna make this girl blush." I was pretty surprised. 
With the sheer quantity of strippers in this town, I was sure that the drivers had driven 
larger girls than me before. Perhaps I was underestimating the size of my own boobs! 
I know, hard to imagine, but maybe I really was one of the biggest in this town. 

"Are you in town to dance?" he asked. 

"No, I’m in town for spring break — to party." 

"You’re not a dancer?" 


"Nope." 





"Wow. Never met anyone with breasts that big that wasn’t a dancer. Let me guess... 
porn star then?" 

"Nope." 

"Escort?" 

"Wrong again. I’m just a regular college girl." 

"Whoa. No way! Are those, you know, natural, if you don’t mind me asking? 
They were bouncing quite a bit, and ’ ve seen my share of implants. They don’t move 
like yours do." 

I grabbed my boobs and gave ‘em a good squeeze. "This is all me. Silicone free." 

"Unreal," he said. "You must get sick of people, you know, focusing on them." 

"No, I don’t mind. Not a lot of things bother me. When I asked you, I really just 
wanted to know if you enjoyed the view. I could tell you wanted to say something, so 
I just decided to break the ice." 

"Well, you know, it’s not polite to stare at the passengers, so I’m sorry about that. 
But I’m sure this isn’t the first time." 

"No, these babies just seem to attract attention, not that I mind it. Anyway, here we 
are." 

"Twenty-eight fifty,” he said. I reached through my purse and pulled out the 
appropriate amount and said goodbye to the taxi driver. 


About two minutes later, as I was heading back to my suite, I got a call. 

"Hello," I said, answering the phone. 

"Hey Lisa! It’s Jenna. Vicki and I are pulling up to Caesar’s right now. Are you 
there?" 

"Yeah, I just got here. Meet me at the room. You have the room number?" 

"Yeah, Vicki has it. See you in a few." 

I hung up and went back to the room. The maid had come earlier and cleaned up 
our mess from the morning and from breakfast. I sat on the one of the couches and 
waited for my friends to arrive. I couldn’t wait to see their reaction. Just last week, I 
was a C-cup and now I was sporting a gigantic G-cup rack. I heard a knock at the door 
and went over to let them both in. 

"Holy shit!" Jenna screamed. 

"Jesus Christ!" Vicki burst out. "What happened?!" 

"You can’t be serious," Jenna said. "This must be a joke." She reached over to me 
and poked the side of my tit. She must have thought I was stuffing. "My God, they are 
real. You really did it." 

"Well, hello to you both," I said sarcastically, reminding them both that they hadn’t 
even said hi yet. 
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Vicki started up, "Well, Christ, Lisa... we would have said hi. I mean I didn’t even 
recognize you there for a second. I open the door and find two huge boobs in my 
face." Vicki was short — about five feet. Jenna, on the other hand, was taller than me 
at five foot eleven. "Seriously, what did you do to yourself?" 

"I got a breast augmentation, just like I told Jenna I was going to. I really don’t 
know why you both are surprised." That was a lie of course. I knew why they were 
surprised, but I was feigning ignorance. 

Jenna chimed in, "Oh, shut up! I knew you wanted to go bigger, and I always 
thought you were a little obsessed with boobs, but holy shit Lisa! You’re bigger than 
huge! I thought you’d be like a D-cup or something. I thought that if you got carried 
away, maybe you’d end up a DD, but this? I mean, you look ridiculous. How can you 
even walk around with those things? You look like you’re going to topple over." 

"No kidding," Vicki added. 

"I'm quite fine and very happy with the results," I told them. "Its clear we both 
have different ideas about what is a good breast size. I happen to like the way I look. 
So, let’s end it there." 

"Did the surgeon overfill those implants or what? I mean, you couldn’t have gone 
in there and said, ‘Give me tits the size of volleyballs,”" Jenna said. 

"You know, if you two aren’t going to be supportive, I’d ask that you both just 
leave. I asked for a size that I was comfortable with, and I am happy with how everything 
turned out. So either accept it or leave." 

Vicki finally came to my defense, "Okay, Lisa, that’s fine. We were just a little 
shocked, that’s all." 

"Oh, come on, Vicki," Jenna said. 

"Shh..." Vicki said, interrupting Jenna. "Lisa got what she wanted, and who are we 
to tell her she made a bad decision. Don’t be so judgmental. If this is what she wanted 
then I’m going to support her." 

"Thank you," I told her. Vicki was always the most supportive of the three of us. 
She was pretty easy-going, and you could always talk to her about anything. I wasn’t 
surprised that she accepted my decision, albeit after some initial shock and awe. 

"Lisa, I’ m just going to say this once, since obviously you have a problem with it. 
I know you, and there’s no way that you would have agreed to this voluntarily. This is 
some kind of conspiracy between Robert and your surgeon or something. You got 
butchered in there, and now you just don’t want to admit it. If I were you, I’d break up 
with that slimy pervert and file a malpractice suit against that asshole of a doctor. 
They really did a number on you and you have got to do something. You can’t walk 
around the rest of your life looking like a huge-breasted slut. I mean, you’re never 
going to be taken seriously by anyone.” Jenna finished her diatribe and waited for me 
to respond. 

"Do go fuck yourself, Jenna. You are so full of shit. /’m only going to say this once 
to you — Robert had nothing to do with this. I know you’ ve had it in for him, and the 
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fact is, he didn’t even get here until after I finished my procedure. So you can just go 
shove it. I thought we were going to have a nice spring break together. I was going to 
party with you and Vicki because I know you’ve been upset that we haven’t done 
enough stuff together. But now I’m not so sure that inviting you here was even a good 
idea. If [had known you were going to be a total asshole I wouldn’t have asked you to 
come." 

Vicki tried to play mediator, "Slow down you two. Jenna, there, you heard it from 
Lisa — she wasn’t duped by Robert or anyone. Look, I didn’t know that she wanted to 
go this big either, but I’m not going to give her a hard time about it. It’s her body and 
she can do what she wants to with it. And Lisa, give Jenna a break. She is only 
looking out for you. She just wanted to make sure no one was taking advantage." 

"Just the thought that she’d believe I’d let myself be taken advantage of is totally 
insulting,” I told her. "I’m not some idiot who can’t take care of herself. I’m fully in 
control." 

"Well," Vicki said, "you could have warned us. I think you knew we were going to 
react this way. You couldn’t have expected us to just walked and not say anything. 
You went beyond what anyone expected." 

"Tm sorry, Lisa. I just had a hard time thinking that you could have willingly let 
yourself be given boobs that huge. I guess I can’t see how you could find that attractive. 
It’s just not... normal. Then again, I guess no one ever accused you of being totally 
normal." 

"Thank you Jenna. Just remember, just because you don’t think they’re attractive 
doesn’t make it so. I like them, and that’s what matters." 

"Fine. I shall speak no more of it," Jenna promised. 

"Good. Now let’s go and have some fun," Vicki said. "I don’t know about you two, 
but I am in the mood to paaar-taaay! Let’s go to The Palms or something! I want to 
find some hotties." 

"I’m sure we can do that here too. Do we need to go to The Palms?" 

"Yes, absolutely," I added. The last time I was at the pool here I saw one or two hot 
guys. The party scene is defiantly not headquartered here at Caesar’s. This hotel is for 
the older crowd. I mean, Celine Dion, doesn’t that just say it all?" 

"Damn straight," Vicki added. "Plus this will be a good chance to try out my new 
bikini. I wanna swim!" I just remembered at that point that my only plus-sized bikini 
was a DD-cup. I had bought it directly after my surgery, and I hadn’t got a new one 
since I grew into a G-cup. I would need to get one. There was just no way that DD- 
cup bikini could even come close to holding my oversized rack. I didn’t want to go 
shopping, though, so I was just going to have to rough it. I’d buy a new bikini after I 








gained another cup size. There was no point in continually buying bras, tops, and 
swimwear if I was going to be busting out if it in just another few days. 

"Okay, sounds like a plan," I said. "Let’s grab our swimsuits and head over." I 
grabbed my DD-cup bathing suit and stashed it in my handbag. Vicki and Jenna ruffled 
through their suitcases, found their swimwear, and did the same. It was a only a few 
minutes to The Palms by taxi. We hailed a taxi, gave the driver our destination, and 
were underway. 


"So, what’s up with you and Robert?" Vicki asked. "He’s just paying for your suite 
for a week. That’s got to be crazy expensive. I mean, that place has two bedrooms." 

"Yeah, but Robert can afford it, and I’m worth it," I told her. 

"Wow, pretty cocky," Jenna remarked. "Keep up that attitude and he’ Il dump you 
for sure." 

"I learned several years ago the key to relationships and keeping any man happy. I 
can say with one hundred percent certainty that if any girl would follow the three laws, 
they will never have a man stray and never break-up. By following Lisa’s Laws, the 
woman remains in control of the relationship, and it won’t end unless you end it. It’s 
the key to avoiding heartbreak." 

"Oh lord..." Jenna said, shaking her head. "Here we go. Out with it." 

"First, be willing to fuck them whenever they are in the mood. Don’t give them 
bullshit about a headache or whatever. If a man wants to fuck and you don’t, just skip 
the foreplay and let him get it over with. Make him think you want it right then. When 
he starts with the rubbing and the kissing, say, “No, I don’t have time for that. I need 
you to fuck me right now. Do it tiger!’ He’ll be over and done with in less than five 
minutes, and then you can go back to bed or whatever else you were doing, no harm no 
foul." 

"You can’t be serious?" Vicki asked me. "You just let them have their way with you 
whenever they want?" 

"Come on Lisa, that’s ridiculous," Jenna added. 

"Look you both, let me finish. Next rule. I don’t have any personal experience 
with this, but as a student of history and human nature, I can tell you that a woman 
must never let herself become fat and ugly. This might seem obvious at first, but after 
popping out a few kids, there are so many wives who are just content to walk around 
carrying more than a few extra pounds. There’s no reason a girl should weigh 160 
pounds at 30 and 175 at 40. And Robert’s wife... she just let it all go. She’s at least 
200, probably more. Men don't like cows. And even though they’ll tell you that they 
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love you no matter what, if you can't make your husband or boyfriend get 
a hard-on by stripping naked, he’s eventually going to leave." 

"That's bullshit,” Jenna said, "What about the fact that you're dating a 
guy who's also at least 50 pounds overweight now and was probably 60 
before he started working out. You think he’s allowed to be a tubbo, but 
his wife should kill herself in the gym to look good for him." 

"Well, it’s a double standard, I know that. But it’s also God’s honest 
truth. Just because your husband lets himself go, doesn’t mean you should 
too. A girl should keep herself in shape no matter what. Even if your 
husband is a 400 pound lard bag, you should still be a 120 pound tight 
little package. It keeps your options open. The biggest thing preventing 
all these women out there from landing husbands is the fact that they’re 
fatter than some farm animals. It’s gross, and men won't stand for it — 
especially the good ones." 

"Damn straight,” the taxi driver chimed in. 

"Hey! We don’t need any comments from the peanut gallery," Jenna 
remarked. She didn’t want to hear the only male in the car agreeing with 
me. 

"Moving on... the third rule is equally simple. Don’t nag the guy to 
death or bore him with all your problems. They don’t want to hear it. You 
can always tell the couples that are married when you’re out at a restaurant. 
You know, the ones that have lost all romance in their life. You can hear 
the wife bitching about so-and-so at work or complaining about something 
else. It’s ridiculous. Then you have the girls who feel the need to nag their 
guys all day long about stupid shit. They’ll ask him to take out the trash 
while he’s watching football or something. Just because you’ re cleaning, 
you can’t expect him to stop what he’s doing and help you with the trash. 
When they’re in the middle of their football game, about the only thing 
you can do to get their attention is to strip naked or give them a blowjob... 
otherwise they’re too occupied to pay attention to whatever it is you have 
to say." 

"Yeah, that’s just about right," the taxi driver added. 

"Thank you," I told him. "Add to the fact that if you don’t follow rule 
number two and you let yourself become a tubbo, even stripping naked 
will not distract your man from football." 

"Lisa, how enlightening,” Jenna said to me, with obvious sarcasm. 
"You ve just got everything figured out. According to you, every woman 
should try to always look pretty, fuck her man whenever he wants some, 











and never ask him to help out. What is this, Afghanistan or something? That’s pretty 
much a male-dominated worldview. Not a recipe for a good relationship." 

"Oh, please. Give me a break. You two should listen to your friend. She knows 
what she’s talking about," the driver told Vicki and Jenna. 

"Jenna, you forget... men are puppets. They can be controlled by pulling certain 
strings. You should know that. Women can be in total control of the relationship, but 
they should do it subtly. If you want a guy to do something, the key is to make the guy 
think that something was his idea in the first place. They all have egos the size of this 
planet. As long as you plant an idea in their head and make them think it was theirs, 
they’ll go along with you. Men are easily controlled." 

"Pm a little scared to see what your relationships are actually like. It sounds 
deceitful,” Jenna commented. She obviously wasn’t getting the big picture. 

"Every relationship is about give and take. And what I’m saying is that if women 
give in those three areas: they stop nagging, keep themselves in shape, and they have 
sex on their man’s schedule, then they’re due for some taking as well. Ultimately, 
what men want from a relationship is something that women can give very easily. And 
in return they can get a lot back. That's all P'm saying.” I think she finally started to 
understand. It would do her a lot of good, too. She obviously needed some help 
relationship-wise. 

"Just shut the fuck up, okay," Jenna said. She started crying a little. 

"Jesus, what’s that about?" 

"Didn’t you tell her," Vicki said, looking at Jenna. 

"No," Jenna replied. 

"John broke up with her last week. She’s taking it pretty hard," Vicki informed me. 
I couldn’t believe Jenna didn’t tell me. She sounded so chipper on the phone a few 
days ago. 

"Why didn’t you tell me?" I asked her. "God, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to go into 
this whole speech. Shit, now you made me feel like such a bitch." 

"I didn’t want to make a big deal of it. I was coming here on spring break to forget 
about John... you know, drown out the thoughts in alcohol and boys." 

"And it’s a damn fine plan, too," Vicki added. "So, let's change the subject and just 
have a good dip. Look, we’re here." We paid the driver, got out of the car, and headed 
for the pool. 

We made a quick beeline for the restrooms and changed into our swimsuits. I have 
to say, I looked pretty indecent. Of course, my bikini bottom fit just fine. But my DD- 
cup top was another story. It was struggling to hold in the fleshy expanse that was my 
chest. My G-cup tits just could not fit into the DD cups of that suit. After some 
considerable wiggling and stuffing, I managed to squeeze a portion of my boobs into 
the bra cups. It was enough to cover my nipples and areolas, but not much else. I was 
spilling out all over the place. I had boobs squeezing out the sides, top, and bottom of 








that swimsuit. Worst of all, it was pretty tight on me, mashing the swimsuit into my 
pliable boob flesh. My boobs were aching to be free. 

When I came out of my stall and Jenna and Vicki saw me, Vicki started laughing, 
while Jenna just stared wide-eyed. "That swimsuit doesn’t stand a chance," Vicki said, 
trying not to crack up as she spoke. "You know you’re gonna pop right outta that." 

"I'm going to be careful,” I replied, smiling a little. I did look pretty ridiculous, 
after all. I had these volleyball-sized boobs, and I was trying fit them into a bra built 
for a softball-sized bosom. Nevertheless, I was going to go swimming and I wasn’t 
going to let swimwear issues stand in the way. Jenna didn’t say anything. I think she 
was still just shell-shocked by the whole situation — her boyfriend dumping her, my 
enormous chest, and my speech about how to please men, which she no doubt did not 
subscribe to. 

We found a set of unoccupied lounge chairs and we parked our bags and towels 
there. The pool scene was really happening. There was music, a number of barbeques 
and cabana parties, along with an ocean of hot guys. This was defiantly the place to 
find the twenties crowd. Caesar’s was dead compared to here. It was a definite 
improvement. 

"You ve got like ten guys checking you out, Lisa," Vicki told me. "It looks like 
you’re not the only one who finds your new boobs attractive." 

"Only ten?" I said, joking. "I thought Pd be able to do better than that." 

"Why, ten guys isn’t enough?" Jenna asked. I couldn’t tell whether she was being 
mean or what. I was really getting sick of her attitude today. 

"No, ten is more than enough. I was just joking." 

"Give it a few minutes and you might have even more admirers," Vicki said. "Now, 
let’s go take a dip. Who’s with me?" 

"Pm going to tan a little first," Jenna replied. Vic and I got in and paddled around 
alittle. The water was warm and felt great. I was very surprised at how it felt to swim. 
It was like my boobs were moving independent of my body. I'd turn to the left and 
they’d follow a few seconds later. If I crouched to my knees, trying to get myself 
lower in the water, they resisted. They wanted to stay afloat. I decided to test something 
out — I dunked myself totally under the water and I tried to stay there. It was much 
harder to stay under. I had a natural tendency to float back to the top. At least I 
wouldn’t have to worry about drowning anytime soon. 

I think Vicki realized what I was doing when she saw me dunk underneath the 
water and float gradually to the top. "Trying out your new flotation devices?" she 
asked, cracking herself up. 

"Actually I was seeing how long it would take you to make such an obvious and 
cliché joke. I thought you might be able to go more than three minutes, but I guess 
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not." We both laughed. It was the truth about boobs wanting to float, though. I did 
have a pair of flotation devices attached to my chest - sizable ones at that. 

After having observed us in the water for a few minutes and determining that neither 
Vicki nor I were accompanied by boyfriends or husbands, various members of my 
throng of admirers were starting to make their way toward us, although each was 
trying to act nonchalant about the whole situation. Men are so full of it. Even if 
they’re dying to talk to you, they try to act as ifthey couldn’t care less. They all think 
that if we think that they are really interested in us, that we’d think they’re desperate. 
Instead, we just think they’re desperate for trying to pretend that they’re not desperate 
when they really are. Pretty stupid... 

Two guys from the side of the pool approached us, as well as three more from 
inside the pool. The guys on the side of the pool crouched down, and one said to us, 
"How’s it going ladies?” One of them was cute. The other... not so much. 

"Going just fine," Vic replied. 

"Im Jay, and this is Adam." Jay was the cute one. 

"Hey," Adam chimed in, feeling the need to say something after being introduced. 

"Anyway, we rented out this cabana, and we're going to party back over there. 
We’d love it if you girls would like to join us. The drinks are on us." 

"No thanks, I just got in," I told him. 

Jay tried again, "You sure? We got a jacuzzi over there too, you could relax with us 
in the hot tub." 

At this point one of the guys in the pool felt we needed rescuing. "The lady said 
she’s not interested. How about you two go ahead and move along." He focused his 
attention back on me. "I’m Richard and if you want to party later, I definitely suggest 
you check out our private party. But hey, you wanna swim first, no problem. We’re 
over there by the bar. Just tell them that Rich sent you. I guarantee you’ll have a lot 
more fun than with these two nosebleeds." 

Richard and his friends were the kind of typical hunks we were looking to find at 
The Palms, and it’s what made this hotel such a great hangout. Vicki, always the 
considerate one, presented the boys with a challenge. "Tell you what, guys... see that 
girl tanning right there on the lounge chair?" They both nodded in response. "Her 
boyfriend just dumped her. If you can go make her day a little brighter, we’ ll both go 
party with you. That okay, Lisa?" I nodded as well. 

"Fair enough," Richard answered. 

Adam and Jay were a bit pissed that they’d been pre-empted by the three hunks in 
the water. Now, don’t get me wrong, Jay was pretty cute... but you wouldn’t call him 
a "hunk." He wasn’t totally built like these guys were. And the other guy, Adam, he 
was just lanky. Adam looked at me, "In the meantime, Lisa, while you’re waiting on 
Dick here, you can come and hangout with us. Your little friend here can come too if 








she wants." It was clear that these two were more interested in partying with me and 
my two tits than with both my friends. Perhaps that was the case with Richard and his 
friends, but at least they had some tact not to admit it. Everyone knows that if you 
want to party with the hot chick, you have to party with the friends too. 

"My little friend? Are you talking about Vicki? Have some class, boys. You think 
I'm going to party with you now after the way you treated her?" 

"You don’t need to defend me, Lisa. I could have told them there was no way I was 
going to party with people like them," Vic said, not wanting to be the reason for any 
argument. She would have been content to let the comment stand. Not me though. I 
had a more forceful personality. 

Jay shook his head at us and walked away. Adam turned and said, "Sluts," as he 
walked away. 

"What the fuck did you call me?" I asked. I was pissed now. I hopped out of the 
pool and walked towards Adam. I was going to start something with him. "Come 
back here right this second. You better stop walking.” I had the attention of the half 
the people there by now. I wasn’t being quiet. I was going to make a scene. They both 
stopped walking when they realized they were being watched not just be me, but half 
the other people in that pool as well. I also noticed the security guards were also 
walking over in our direction, anticipating trouble. "You need to go back over there 
and apologize to Vicki right now. And Jay, if you’re a gentleman, you’d teach your 
friend here how to act around women." 

Adam wasn’t about to start backing down. "I don’t need to hear anything from a 
big-titted freak and a girl shorter than my dick." 

Jenna was about twenty feet away, but she heard what was said and knew I'd be 
pissed. "Hey, just let it go Lisa. Don’t waste your time with those losers." I wasn't 
going to take her advice either. I saw that everyone was watching, so I was going to 
involve the crowd. 

"Who thinks the skinny boy should pack it up and leave?" I shouted to the crowd. 
It worked. People started shouting at him to go. The security guards started running 
over. Now that people were yelling, they weren’t taking their time. 

"Let’s just break it up here. I’m going to have to ask both groups to leave the 
premises if we can’t settle this down," one of them said. 

"I'm not trying to cause any trouble sir. It’s just that this guy here called my friend 
a slut, and he owes her an apology. He’s totally out of line. You can’t just go around 
and invite someone to hang out with you and then call them a slut when they turn you 
down. That’s not the kind of people you want here at The Palms, right?" 

Someone from the crowd interrupted and shouted to the security guards, "Kick 
those jerks out. Get ‘em outta here!" 
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The security guard turned toward him. "I don’t want to hear anything from anyone 
else." 

"Don’t worry, Pm leaving," Adam said, realizing that he wasn’t wanted. He and 
Jay started walking away. I headed back in the other direction to the pool. The security 
guards, thinking the situation was resolved, headed back to their normal positions. 
But then Adam did something totally unexpected. He double-backed and ran towards 
me. I didn’t see him until it was too late. He came up to me from behind and grabbed 
the back strap of my bikini and pulled it — hard. Seeing that my bikini was already in 
a pretty precarious situation, it snapped off into Adam’s hand. My boobs were freed 
from their fabric prison and they celebrated by wobbling all over the place as I fell. 
With his free hand, he punched me right in my stomach. He had pulled my bra so hard 
that I lost balance and fell straight back, landing hard against the concrete pool deck. 
My head came down hard too. There was a collective, "Whoa!" from the guests as 
they watched me fall straight back, my boobs flying all over the place. 

The security guards immediately turned back to see what the commotion was about. 
I was told later that Adam headed off running, my bikini in hand, knowing that the 
security was going to try and catch him and put him out of the hotel. It was obvious 
this guy had some serious issues. He was probably just another misogynistic little 
prick, angry that he couldn’t get some and pissed that he’d just been emasculated in 
public. I just laid there on the ground, shocked and a little dizzy. After about five or 
six seconds I realized my boobs were being exposed to the whole world, so I reached 
up with both arms and covered myself as best I could, which wasn’t very well, I might 
add. The best I could do was cover my nipples, but the vast expanse of boob flesh was 
out for all to see. 

The guards came by a little bit later to check on me and make sure I was okay. They 
didn’t catch Adam or his friend Jay. The two of them had darted out of the hotel before 
anyone could catch up with them. They helped me up and wrapped a towel around me 
— ending the little show everyone was getting. "We’ve alerted the police ma’am and 
they're on the way. They’ ll take your statement and we're going to try and track those 
guys down. If they’re guests in the hotel, we’ll be able to identify them." 

"Okay," I told them. "My head hurts." 

"If you'll lie down over there, I can call the hotel doctor out to have a look." 

"Okay." I laid down on a lounge chair and waited. 

Vicki, Jenna, and the guys from the pool were hovering above me. "You okay, 
Lis?" Vicki asked me. 

"I think Pll be okay," I told her. "I just have a killer headache and I’m a little 
embarrassed." 








8 - MU 


¡KA A A AAA A - - - = - - AAA AAA AAA AAA 








"You got nuthin’ to be embarrassed about," one of the guys said. "You let that puny 
jerk have what was comin’ to him. You were totally justified in telling him off. That’s 
nothing to be embarrassed about." 

"No, I didn’t mean that," I told him. "I mean I’m a little embarrassed that I was 
lying there naked in front of everyone." 

The guys smiled a little. They were making mental pictures, I was sure of it. "That's 
nothing to be embarrassed about either," Richard said. "You should be proud — you’ ve 
got a killer bod." 

"Besides," Jenna said, "That bikini top didn’t leave much to the imagination anyway." 
They all started cracking up. 

"Glad to see you back in good spirits, Jen, albeit at my expense." 

The doctor arrived a few minutes later, examined my head and back, and said I had 
some bruising. He said my back was going to get very sore and that I’d be out of 
commission for at least a day — no activity, only bed rest. I was pretty pissed at that. 
The police showed up a half hour later and took my statement. Apparently I was the 
victim of an assault and battery for which I could press criminal and/or civil charges — 
if they could find the punk. 

A hotel representative showed up a few minutes after the police left and questioned 
the security guards, the guests, and finally came over to me. He offered me $3,000 on 
the spot to sign a liability waiver for the hotel. Jenna explained to us that since the 
security guard intervened but failed to control the situation that I probably had a civil 
claim against the hotel. Jenna told the hotel manager, "Don’t lowball her. Any lawyer 
in town would tell her she’s got a good case against your hotel. Make her a fair offer 
and get to work finding this guy, and you don’t have to worry about us making any 
trouble for the hotel." 

"Eight thousand," he blurted out. 

"Tl take it," I told him. 

"Jenna, you heard the doc, you could have serious back injuries. You’d be waiving 
all liability. What if it gets worse? You want them to be able to take care of your 
medical bills." Jenna was always thinking about business... how could she maximize 
the take. 

"PU take it," I said again. "Just tell me where to sign." He pointed to the line and 
I signed it. He wrote out a check on the spot and handed it to me. I wasn’t stupid. No 
way was I going to fool around with lawyers and a trial. They were giving me eight 
grand for falling on my back and I wasn’t about to turn that down. Jenna had called me 
greedy before, but she was the business major, not me. 

I asked my friends to help me up and take me back to the suite at Caesar’s. No way 
was I going to rest in this lounge chair. If I was going to be out of commission for a 
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day, I was going to at least be comfortable. My upper back did hurt pretty badly, and 
I had a killer headache as well. Before we left, Richard gave us his room number at 
The Palms so we could hook up later that week if we felt like it. They were a little 
disappointed we were leaving. 

After getting back to my suite at Caesar’s, it took me 15 minutes or so to finally 
convince Vicki and Jenna that they didn’t have to stay and baby me. The fact is, Ihad 
an entire hotel staff at my disposal should Ineed anything. I demanded that they go 
and have a good time and not skulk around in a hotel room waiting for me to feel 
better. They finally realized I wanted them to have a good time and that I wasn’t being 
facetious. I really did want them to go and enjoy themselves. 

After they left, I picked up the phone and called room service. I was going to make 
the most productive use of my time here in bed — I was going to eat. It was time to get 
working on my bustline once again. I’d been slacking the last few hours. I hadn’t 
even eaten lunch, and it was 3:00 PM already. Sure, I had a big breakfast, but that 
hadn’t stopped me before. I needed to get to work. My boobs weren’t going to grow 
by themselves — they needed nourishment — and I was ready once again to provide it. 

Vicki and Jenna were going to go walk the strip, do some shopping, and then find a 
club. I would be by myself for the rest of the night, probably. They might be back at 
3:00 or 4:00 the next morning. Vicki was going to make sure Jenna had a good time 
that night. I wanted her to go and find a guy too. It was always a good idea to go and 
party after getting out of a long-term relationship. A girl needs to be able to let it lose 
and go wild, especially if a guy had held her back. Now that Jenna was single once 
again, she’d have to be reintroduced to the whole dating scene. Vicki would help her 
along tonight. With any luck, I’d be able to help her along tomorrow night too. 

For now I just lay on the bed, watching TV, and stuffing myself with room service 
food. I called down every hour or two and ordered up a new plate. I kept eating even 
after my stomach told me no more. When I felt full, I just kept nibbling at what was 
there — never allowing myself to completely stop eating. Eventually, Pd finish one 
plate and be able to move on to the next, even if it took me awhile. Around midnight 
I fell asleep, completely stuffed and overwhelmed. My stomach was bloated and I felt 
like I could hardly move. It was time to let the digestion system go to work and blow 
up my boobs further. 








CHAPTER 1; TUESDAY 


"Wakeup sleepy head," were the words that I first heard while waking. It was 11:00 
AM, and I'd been asleep for eleven hours. Jenna and Vicki were already dressed, and 
it looked like they were ready to go downstairs. "Time to get moving,” Vicki said. I 
tried to sit up, but it was no use. My sore back, combined with the fact that I had two 
huge piles of tit on my chest, prevented me from sitting up. 

"I feel like shit," I groaned. "My back feels worse this morning." 

"Well, we're going to go downstairs and get some breakfast. You missed a totally 
killer party last night. We decided to go back to The Palms, and then we went to the 
Rain Nightclub. It totally rocked," Vicki told me. 

"Glad you guys had some fun," I said, a little envious that I couldn’t go. 

"So, you gonna come have breakfast with us?" 

"I don’t think Ican make it," I told them. "My back is just killing me. I might have 
to sit the day out." 

"No way," Vicki said. "You had better get up and come with us. I’m not going to 
leave you behind for a second day. Let’s get moving. You’ll feel better." 

"No, really. I feel terrible. I can't even sit up." Jenna and Vicki both grabbed one 
of my arms and pulled me up. I stood and tried to balance myself, but I could feel 
intense shooting pain in my back. Just trying to hold all the weight of my breasts was 
a real challenge. My back just couldn’t take it. I sat back down on the bed and lay 
down. "Sorry, I can't do it. Just standing gives me this terrible shooting pain. Pm 
going to have to take it easy today. Hopefully tomorrow T Il feel better." 

"This sucks. That bastard is going to steal two days from you! You’ re really going 
to let that happen?” Jenna asked, thinking she could just will me to feel better. 

"Hey, this is not my choice or anything. I’m just not able to go with you guys. Just 
go and have fun. IIl be okay." 

"Fine," Vicki said. 

"Whatever, your call," Jenna added. The two of them left the room to go get 
breakfast, and once again I was alone. I executed the same plan as yesterday — I was 
going to expand my breasts even larger. My work yesterday had paid off. I could feel 
that my boobs were bigger today. They felt heavier on my chest as I lay there on the 
bed. I even thought that if I was totally quiet and if I concentrated, I could almost 
sense them enlarging. I was probably just fooling myself, but it seemed like I could, 
just perhaps, feel them inching their way bigger, bit-by-bit. 

By 4:00 PM, I was feeling much better. I could actually walk around a little if I 
cradled my boobs in my hands and took the weight off my back. After a couple minutes, 
though, Pd feel the shooting pains again and I'd have to lie back down. It was 
aggravating, and I wished that I could get this over with already. 

By nighttime, I had gorged myself with eight separate room service deliveries. I 
was just as stuffed as yesterday night. I did manage to get myself to the bathroom and 
take a nice relaxing bath and then soothed my back in the jacuzzi before deciding to go 
to bed. The hot water felt great on my back. Around 10:00 PM, Vicki and Jenna 
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arrived to see me sitting in bed. I felt better than I did this morning and I told them. 
"You know what that means," Vicki said. "It’s time to go clubbing! Now get yourself 
in that bathroom and go get ready. We're going to leave in thirty minutes." 

I was going to have to wear my top, even though it was pretty strained. [just didn’t 
have anything else that was going to fit me. I tried putting on the G-cup bra that I had 
from a few days ago and found that it was no longer adequate. Whereas before it was 
a little loose, now it couldn’t do the job. I would need something bigger. Nevertheless, 
I proceeded to get ready. I stuffed my boobs as best I could into the bra. It was a little 
easier than trying to put on my bikini top the other day, but it was still a challenge. I 
managed to get about three quarters of my boobs into the bra, with the remaining bit 
popping out of the top. I was spilling out, and the bra’s cups were digging in a little. I 
was definitely going to have to replace this bra. I couldn’t go walking around with it 
digging into my tits all day. Tonight, however, it would have to do. 

"So, where are we going?" I asked Vicki. 

"Studio 54", she said, giggling a little. 

"Yeah, it’s at the MGM," Jenna added. "It’s supposed to be totally hot tonight." 

"Oh yeah?" I asked. 

"Yeah," they both replied. I could tell they were hiding something. I just didn’t 
know what it was yet. Jenna and Vicki both looked pretty hot in their club clothes, but 
I took the cake. My boobs were easily as big as my head by now, and they were 
positively bursting out of my top. I was easily putting eight inches of cleavage on 
display. 


When we arrived at the MGM, we went on over to the Studio 54 entrance, and there 
was a huge line. Apparently people had been lined up since 9:00 PM waiting for the 
place to open at 10:00. It was 11:30 now, and the place was jam-packed full of people. 
They had a big bouncer there managing the line and they were only letting people in 
when others walked out. They must have been close to capacity because this was fire- 
code treatment. 

"This sucks guys," I told Vicki and Jenna. "I don’t want to wait in this line. We’ ll 
be here all night." 

"No we won't," Vicki said, laughing. "Just go to the front of the line and get them 
to let us in." 

"You can do it," Jenna said. 

"How do you figure?” I asked them. 

"Tonight is Eden night," Vicki said. "Strippers get in free!" 

"Shut up," I told them. "You want me to pretend to be a stripper?" 

"It won’t be too hard," Jenna told me. "You’re equipped for the part." She held her 
hands about a foot in front of her chest, cupping them. 

"Okay, but what are you two going to do for me?" I asked. "If what you're saying 
is true, I could probably get myself in. But I’m going to have to do some begging to 
get you two inside. I want something in return," I told them. I was eager to see what 
they came up with. 








"We promise, we won’t make any more wisecracks about your boobs," Jenna said. 
"Fair enough?" 

"Fine, let’s go," I said, getting out of line and walking to the front. I saw the 
bouncer standing there; he was a very big and imposing black guy. He looked me up 
and down and then looked at my friends. "Any way to avoid this line," I asked him. 

"On Eden night, entertainers get in free, they don’t get to skip the line," he said. 
"We’re at capacity on the floor. The only way anyone gets in is if they're headed to a 
VIP room. Are you a VIP?" 

"T like to think so," I told him. 

"Well, if your name isn’t on my list you’re gonna have to wait." He winked at me 
and then said, "But maybe you won’t have to wait too long. Just stay nearby." We 
hung around the entrance and the three of us were getting the collective scorn of the 
people in the front of the line — they knew we were trying to avoid the wait. We didn’t 
give a shit though. The bouncer told us to hang around and that’s what we were going 
to do. 

Five minutes later a group of five people left and the bouncer let the first couple 
from the line go in. We were about fifty feet away, and he shouted at us, "Hey you — 
boobs — you’ re in." 

I turned around, a little shocked at what I’d just been called. "Did he just call you 
‘boobs’? Jesus Christ," Jenna said. "I can’t believe that." 

"Well, I didn’t give him my name," I said. I wasn’t sure what to think. I was a little 
peeved at being called "boobs," but then again he did let us skip a two-hour line. 

"I knew it would work," Vicki said, confident in her scheme. "Now let’s go and 
meet some boys!" 

"Im up for that," Jenna added. 

"Me too," I said. 

"What," they both asked, a little shocked. "What about Robert?" 

"I never said to either of you that Robert and I were monogamous." 

"You're going to cheat on him?" Jenna asked. 

"Only if I find someone cute enough." 

"That’s not cool," Vicki added. "I know you never specifically mentioned that you 
were going steady with Robert, but you’ ve been with him six months. I think that’s 
implied. What would he say if he found out?" 

"He’s only going to find out if one of you two open your big fat mouths. No one 
else I know is here and this is Vegas... you know what they say." 

"What happens in Vegas stays in Vegas," we all said in unison, laughing. 

"Good, so stop being so damn judgmental. I’m the one who got you two in here. I 
don’t want to hear any more out of either of you," I told them both. When I got inside 
I was instantly caught up in the trance and house music they were playing. I loved club 
music. The place was a total party and it was crazy. There were dancers performing 
on raised platforms around the main dance floor and also in cages suspended from the 
ceiling. Dancers would fly by on swings above the main dance floor, and there was 
plenty of acrobatics. It was a happenin’ place. 

This being Eden night, which apparently stood for Erotically Delicious Entertainers 
Night. I have to admit, I fit in quite well. There were busty, scantily clad girls 
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everywhere. I felt right at home. I was groovin’ to the tunes and having a great time. 
Ihave to admit, though, that sometimes I felt like a pinball. Guys were always bumping 
in to me on the dance floor. I bet you can guess what they were bumping into also — it 
wasn't my ass getting all the attention. My tits were like man magnets, drawing all the 
men in the club toward them. Every thirty seconds there’d be some new guy who just 
happened to "inadvertently" brush up against my tits or bounce himself right into 
them. And believe me, it’s not like I was being careless and bringing this upon myself 
—no way. Even though it certainly felt different to move around with big tits, I could 
keep control of my movements. It was the men that couldn’t control themselves. Or 
rather, didn’t want to. 

I suppose it was to be expected in this kind of environment, however. There was no 
use trying to stop them — that’s why they were here, after all, to try and hook up with 
hot busty strippers. Still, I was a little disturbed that all of a sudden big-breasted girls 
are immediately stereotyped as a stripper, which I certainly was not. Yet, upon arriving 
I was immediately flagged as a stripper, let in for free (in the front of the line, no less) 
and wasn’t even asked for any verification. Not that I would have some kind of stripper 
ID or anything, but they didn’t even ask me about my occupation. 

There was an abundance of hot girls here, and I’m sure that on any other night I 
would have had a lot less competition for the hot guys in the club. Nevertheless, I was 
bustier than everyone I’d seen so far. The average cup-size in this club was probably 
a D-cup, with me at the upper end of the curve. I liked to think that I was pulling up the 
average, making up for three or four of the A-cup flatties in here. Not to brag, but I 
looked hotter than most strippers as well. Some of them just looked nasty — too much 
makeup, too slutty looking, or too much heroin or coke. The dark lighting could mask 
some of it, but with some girls it was just really obvious. 

That’s not to say that the room was filled with nothing but nasty strippers; there 
were some really fine girls here, with trim hard bodies, luscious breasts, and beautiful 
faces. I counted myself among this category, of course. I knew this because I was 
rebuffing guy after guy that approached me. I’d say at least every two or three minutes 
some guy would come up and try to dance with me. I'd always just turn away or try 
some other way to show him I wasn’t interested. I didn’t feel like hooking up with 
anyone at this point. I was still taking in the scene and having too much fun on my 
own. 

Jenna and Vicki, on the other hand, were already dancing with guys. I suppose they 
were a little intimidated by all the hot girls here, and they wanted to try and hook-up 
early while there were still hotties available. I wasn’t worried. I knew I could probably 
steal any guy away from whomever he was with. Not to sound overconfident, but I 
knew it could be done. I knew what men wanted, and what they wanted was me. My 
sexy top allowed anyone in the club to watch my boobs move and jiggle to the music. 
I made a little game of trying to move my tits and myself to the music and keep us both 
on time. I know it may sound silly, but my tits were so big now that they moved 
independently of my body. Its like they had a mind of their own! 

Apparently, I caught someone’s attention because a club employee came over to 
talk with me, "There’s a private party upstairs for some VIPs, and they invited you to 
come on up." 
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"Really?" I asked, curious about who was watching me. "Who invited me?" 

"Well, I was just told that they wanted you to come on up. I don’t know who 
specifically asked for you — someone in the VIP lounge." 

"Who's up there?” I asked. 

"Celebrities, high rollers, guests of the hotel, and people like you." 

"People like me?" I asked, wondering what she meant. I wasn’t sure I liked her 
connotation. 

"Yes, people the VIPs invite to join them." 

"Oh, okay," I replied. "Yeah, P11 go check it out." She handed me a VIP pass and 
told me to show it to the bouncer on the second level. I have to admit, I was a little 
excited. I’d never been invited into a VIP room before. I knew what was going on, 
though. It was probably some rich guy hoping to score with who he thought was a 
mega-busty stripper. I don’t know if they’d let me stay after I told them I wasn’t a 
stripper, and I wasn’t just going to do a striptease right there for the VIP room. I was 
curious, though. I decided to go check it out — I could hold my own against anyone. 

I told Jenna and Vicki that I was invited up to the VIP room, and that I was going to 
go. Jenna felt the need to warn me, "You know, when you get up they’ re just going to 
want to fuck you." 

"Maybe so, but I want to see who is up there and who wants to fuck me," I told her. 
"Just because I go up there doesn’t mean I’m obligated to do anything. P'1l come back 
down here if they’ re all creeps. 

"Okay, see you later," Vicki said. 

With that, I walked on over to the stairs and up towards the second level. The VIP 
area had a separate entrance with another bouncer keeping people out who didn’t have 
VIP passes. I showed the man my pass and he let me by. The VIP area was huge, there 
was a private bar, and there must have been 250 people. Every girl up here was smokin’ 
hot. Unlike downstairs, the crowd here was much more diverse. I saw guys ranging in 
age from early twenties to early sixties. The girls, on the other hand, were much 
younger. Aside from what looked like a few couples in their forties, most of the girls 
were either twenties or early thirties. 

It was pretty easy to spot the strippers. They were DD-cup or above and usually 
they’d be fawning over some older guy or even sitting on his lap, although I suppose I 
could be misjudging the others, much like I was being mistaken for a stripper. I didn’t 
think so, though. It seemed pretty obvious to me that these girls were working in the 
"entertainment" industry. None of them had breasts my size, however. I was still the 
biggest. Being twenty-one, the youngest legal age to actually get into this place, I 
suppose that made me fresh meat. I wasn’t about to make a fool out of myself, though, 
and sit on some old guy’s lap. I went over to the bar and sat down, trusting that 
eventually someone would show up. It didn’t take long. 

A guy in his mid-thirties sat down next to me, introduced himself as Jacob, and 
asked me if I wanted something to drink. "lll have a Screw Driver." The bartender 
poured me my drink and my new companion ordered himself a Black Russian. I was 
facing him sideways — he was to my left — and my sizable breasts were resting on the 
bar. Since I was sitting quite close to the bar, there was no other place to put them. My 
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tits were literally so big that they took up the space on the bar where most other people 
would be putting their drinks. He was staring directly at my boobs, probably shocked 
they were taking up so much space. 

"How do you like the club?" he asked me. "I’ve never seen you here before. You 
from out of town?" 

"Yes, it’s anice place. You come here often?" 

"Yes, I try to make it on Tuesdays. There’s always an abundance of well-built 
women here." 

"Ah ha! Let me guess, you’re the one who invited me up here." 

"Guilty as charged," he said. He had a cute smile, but he was by no means a hotty. 
He was cute in his own little way, though. 

"So, what brings you to Vegas? You performing at one of the clubs?" 

"I m here for spring break with some friends." 

"Oh, you mean you're not a..." 

"—Nope," I cut him off. 

"Sorry, I just assumed... you know, this being Eden night and you having such a 
large... you know." 

"Not a problem. The club staff made the same mistake, and it let me avoid a two- 
hour line. It’s nota problem. It won't be the last time people assume that either." 

"Have you ever thought about dancing?" he asked. "You could probably make a 
lot of money." 

"Not where I come from. We don’t have a lot of wild people flush with cash and 
drunk on large quantities of alcohol. I mean, it’s a college town, so there are people 
who are wild and drunk, but just not moneyed." 

"I see. So, you're a college student?" 

"Yes. And what, may l ask, do you do here in Vegas?" 

"Tm here in Vegas for a trial. I'm a lawyer." 

"Well, you’ll have to forgive me, but I know just about nothing about the law. I did 
happen to collect $8000 just yesterday though so some hotel could avoid getting sued. 
My best friend said I could have taken them for a ride and that I was an idiot to take the 
money." 

"What happened?" he asked. I told him the story, and he couldn't help but laugh 
through the part where that jerk ripped off my bikini top. I laughed too - it didn’t feel 
very funny at the time, but when I was telling the story it was a lot more humorous. 

"Its too bad I didn’t fall forward, right? I would have had a softer landing." I 
jiggled my boobs a little for emphasis. 

"It wasn’t a bad idea to take the $8000. Maybe a lawyer, a few demand letters, and 
two months could have added an extra five or six thousand. If you went through a 
trial, maybe you could have got thirty grand, but I imagine you didn’t want to hang 
around in Vegas for a year waiting for the whole process to play itself out." 

"Exactly. Although what time I’ve spent here I have liked. Pll be honest, I’ve 
collected ten thousand from men and eight thousand from a hotel — and I’ve only been 
here a week." 

"I see. You date older men?" 

"Exclusively, assuming they have what it takes." 

"And what does it take?" he asked. 








"Well, they have to be willing to treat me right and show me a good time. Is that 
what you had in mind?" 

"Well, as long as we’re being honest... I came here to find a curvy girl who wanted 
to have some fun with me up at my suite. If you were a stripper, I’m fairly sure we 
could have come to an appropriate arrangement, but like you said, I was mistaken." 

"I guess you’re a man who knows what he wants. I never said I couldn’t be talked 
into something, though." I was feeling a rush. I had never let myself be propositioned 
before, not in such an obvious way, anyway. I wanted to do this guy, though. I had 
already made eighteen grand from Robert and the hotel, and I wanted to collect more. 
A few more weeks in Vegas like this, and I’d be able to pay off my student loans. I 
wanted to see if I could get this random stranger to pay me to spend some time with 
him. 

"Really? I thought it would be out of the question, you being an innocent college 
girl and all." 

"I said I was in college. I never said I was innocent." 

"Well, what did you have in mind?" he asked. 

"No, what did you have in mind?" I replied. "You’re the one who wanted to have 
some fun. I m open to fun under the right circumstances." 

"What kind of circumstances?" he asked. 

"Well, I have a lot of student loans. If someone helped me out with those, naturally 
I'd be pretty grateful. I might just do anything. I might have a screaming orgasm." 

"Wow," he said. 

"Can you give me a screaming orgasm?" 

"I m pretty sure I could," he said, trying to project some confidence. 

"Then give it to me." I licked my lips. 

"Right now?" 

"I don’t have all night. My friends are waiting for me down there." 

"Okay, let’s go back to my suite." 

"Not so fast. Where’s my drink?" The bartender had been listening in on our 
conversation. He knew what I was doing and had already grabbed a shot glass. 

"You gonna buy the lady a Screaming Orgasm?" he asked. 

"Ah... Yes. Never heard of that drink before. Well, aren’t you the clever one? I 
guess I’ve just made an ass of myself." He started to get up, a little embarrassed, 
thinking I was getting back at him for propositioning me. In truth, I was just trying to 
get the upper hand. Things were going to go on my terms from now on. 

A at back down. I didn’t say you had to leave. I was just messing with you." He 
obeyed. 

The bartender poured my shot, and I downed it. I would need some liquid courage 
in order to go to bed with a total stranger. "Why don’t we go and gamble a little?” I 
asked him. He agreed, and we started walking toward the casino floor. "Suppose you 
won me four of those little red $500 chips. T’d be pretty grateful." I didn’t want to just 
come out and tell him to give me two grand, and I’d play cum-catcher. 

"What about two?" he asked. 

_ "Don't try to settle with me, counselor. I’ve made my final offer — take it or leave 
it." 

"Okay, I got it," he said. He went to the casino window, opened his wallet, and 
turned in two grand. Sure enough, they gave him four $500 chips and he, in turn, gave 
them to me. 
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"I m ready to party when you are," I told him, stuffing the chips in my purse. 

"Then let’s go back to my suite." I followed him up the elevator and into his room, 
which was very nice. It wasn’t as nice as Robert’s place at Caesar’s, though. I was 
thinking what I was going to do, but it all came pretty naturally. I slowly took off his 
clothes, then mine, and then I let him lay me down on his bed. He took an instant liking 
to my naked breasts. "That is one amazing set of headlights you’ ve got there." 

"Well don’t just stare at them, give ‘em a squeeze. Molest me you naughty boy," I 
told him, trying to get him going. He didn’t take long to respond. His hands were all 
over my chest. He hardened up in no time. He plunged his dick inside me and started 
pumping wildly. I pushed myself against him, mashing my tits against his body, even 
as he was fondling them. He saw them squish up against him. 

"Holy shit, your tits are real?" he asked in disbelief. He’d never seen boobs as big 
as mine squish so easily and flatten. They were totally pliable, after all, as much as any 
other boobs would be. 

"That's all me," I replied. "One hundred percent organic. Go pick up one of those 
other girls if you want Silicon Valley. Now shut up and start fucking." What was it 
with these older guys? They seriously needed to be waaay less chatty during sex. Sex 
is not the time to have a conversation. "I know something else you could be doing with 
your mouth right now. I have two milk bags that need to be cross-examined." 

He started sucking my tits like a Hoover. That, combined with his dickwork, brought 
me to orgasm. I let out a moan. 

"There’s the screaming orgasm,” he said. 

"Don’t stop," I scolded him. I reached my hand behind his head and pushed it back 
on my tit. He continued sucking for a little while longer until he blew his own load. 

"That was the best two grand I ever spent," he said, collapsing onto the bed. I went 
to the bathroom to clean myself up. I couldn’t help but feel like a prostitute. After all, 
I had just screwed this guy for money. But for some reason, I didn’t feel bad about it. 
I had these thoughts in my head that what I did was wrong, but I didn’t feel dirty. I felt 
fine. For another two grand I’d go and lay someone else in this hotel. It was easy. 

I told him goodbye and I even gave him my cell phone number in case he wanted to 
hook-up another night this week. I let him know that I’d be here until Saturday. I left 
his room and went straight to the cashier to turn my chips into cash. It was positively 
intoxicating to see those twenty hundred-dollar bills be counted out in front of me. I 
stuffed them into my purse and went back to the club to look for Jenna and Vicki. I 
didn’t see either of them. I didn’t feel like dancing anymore, so I just went back to 
Caesar’s to call it a night. 

I put on one of my new casual tops to sleep in. I could tell my boobs had expanded 
even further since when I bought it. I wasn’t even a full G-cup then, and now I was 
practically bursting out of this top. And this was a top that was made for busty girls to 
begin with. I was really straining it. I was pretty sure that my two days of doing 
nothing but eating and lying down had really served my purpose. My boobs were 
positively bursting out of this shirt. I hadn’t even done all my digesting yet. 

I got a little turned on thinking that my boobs would burst the shirt open in my 
sleep. I was even a little worried that my boobs would grow so much that my back 
wouldn't be able to handle them. I guess Pd just have to wait until tomorrow and see. 
I fell asleep hoping that my back would be in better commission for tomorrow. It 
probably wasn’t the best idea to have done all that dancing and fucking. 








CHAPTER M; WEDNESDAY 


Today I managed to get myself up before both Jenna and Vicki — who knows what 
mischief they got themselves into last night. They were certainly tired, though. I 
figured they probably had quite a lot to drink. My back felt much better. I could 
actually walk around, albeit with a little pain. Hoisting up my boobs with my arms 
made me feel much better and relieved a good deal of pain. I was starting to feel just 
how heavy my boobs actually were. I was relieved to find that my shirt hadn’t burst 
open like I thought it might. Instead, it was pulled up from the bottom, revealing my 
navel. The extra fabric was being used to cover my boobs. 

I decided I'd go return them. I took the bra off and I was going to go braless for the 
day. That was a little dangerous because if I wasn’t careful, my tits would be jiggling 
all over the place. Luckily the new tops I bought earlier were extremely tight around 
my chest. They were almost like bras themselves. They did a pretty good job of 
keeping my boobs stable. I decided I'd go with Jenna and Vicki when they woke up, 
so for now I went downstairs to go have my usual massive breakfast. I stuffed myself 
and then went back to the room to check on Vicki and Jenna. They were both getting 
ready. 

"Hey there Lis! Feeling better today?" Vicki asked me. 

"Yes, much. I’m ready to have some fun with you guys today." 

"Well, that’s a very good thing. We were missing you! So, what do you want to do 
today?" 

"Actually, I wanted to do some shopping. Robert bought me some new clothes and 
a couple bras but they don’t fit that well. I was going to return them and get something 
else. I also need to stop by a bank and make a deposit." I still had a lot of cash in my 
purse from Robert and my "encounter" last night, as well as an $8000 check from The 
Palms hotel. 

Before we left, the three of us went downstairs and had breakfast. This was my 
second time, so I had something light — the same amount of food I would have eaten 
before I started on my breast expansion quest. I still hadn’t told Jenna or Vicki about 
the special new properties of my boobs. I was keeping it a secret. I think Vicki was 
starting to notice something, though. 

"Hey, Lis, do your boobs feel any different?" Vicki asked. "I swear they look 
bigger than before." 

I decided that playing dumb was going to be the best way. I didn’t want to tell them 
yet. "No, I don’t think so. I think Pd know if they were bigger." 

"I agree with Vicki. I think they do look a little bigger," Jenna added. 

"You guys just haven’t seen me much with my new boobs," I said. "You already 
forgot how big they were. You probably don’t have a proper mental image of my new 
body yet. When you dyed your hair last year, Vic, I still thought of you as a brunette 
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for like two weeks, even though I knew you were a blonde. It took me awhile to get 
used to it." 

"I don’t think that’s it," Vicki said. "I think they really are bigger. Anyway, where 
are we going to go shopping?" 

"First I need to return some of this stuff," I told them. "Then we can go anywhere. 
So, let’s stick to the shops here first." We finished up our meals and headed towards 
the shops. 


When I got to the brassiere store, I saw the same sales lady that was there the first 
time. I told Jenna and Vicki that Robert had bought me the bras, so I didn’t want them 
finding out that I had actually been the one to buy them. I sent them next door and 
gave them the excuse that I wanted to keep my bra size "private." They bought it and 
browsed next door while I walked into the lingerie shop. I was going to mess with the 
salesgirl’s head a little. "Hi there, I bought some brassieres from you a couple of days 
ago and they don’t fit at all. I’m pretty sure you sold me the wrong size." 

"I don’t know how that could have happened," she said, a little confused. "I took 
your measurements." 

"I don’t know either... all I know is that when I got back and tried them on, they 
just didn’t fit. Pd like to exchange them for the proper size." I think she sensed I was 
bigger than before. She kept staring at my boobs a little wide-eyed, probably trying to 
remember how I looked just a few days earlier. 

"I could swear that I took the right measurements. Let me go get the tape measure." 
She returned with the tape measure and took my measurements, again. "Okay, your 
rib cage measures 26 inches around. We add 6 and that brings you to a band size of 32. 
And I see here that the bras you are returning are indeed a 32. Now, let me take your 
bust measurement." She had to let out a considerable amount of tape in order to get it 
around my huge boobs. When she finally finished wrapping it around, I think she was 
a little shocked at the result. "Okay, I’ m measuring a little more than 41 inches around. 
That would make you a large I-cup or we could probably fit you into a J-cup with some 
room to spare. You know, I swear you were smaller last time you came in here. We’re 
you between a G or something?" 

"Couldn’t be. You must have measured wrong.” The salesgirl scratched her head 
and went into the back to try and find something. I figured it was probably going to be 
achallenge to find something that would fit me. I didn’t exactly have the most common 
bra-size in the world. Nevertheless, this was Vegas, and they did have some bras that 
would fit me. Although she told me that a J-cup was the largest they carried. I gladly 
exchanged out my G-cup bras and took the Js. I figured that would give me a little 
growing room. I found the nearest bathroom and actually put one on right then. It 
relieved my back quite a bit. The bra did a good job of holding my pounds of tit in 
place. I wasn’t bouncing around so much anymore. 








I met up with Vicki and Jenna outside the store and we hit some more of the clothing 
shops. I got a few more tops, but it was slim pickings. I knew that from now on it was 
going to be hard to find clothes that fit me well. My boobs were going to overpower 
just about anything available in most clothing stores. Whereas before I could go ina 
store and find five or six things I liked and that also fit me, now I might find one thing 
that I liked, and that fit me, every other store. Shopping was no longer an easy task. 

Jenna seemed to delight in this just a little too much. I tried on this one button- 
down red top and when I came out of the changing room the buttons were straining to 
hold in my mass of tit. They were straining to hold the two parts of the shirt together 
and were about to burst right open. There were little gaps in the shirt as the buttons 
were being pulled apart. "Sorry, Lisa," she laughed. "That rack of yours is about to 
burst right out of that shirt. You look totally ridiculous." 

"Just because it’s a little harder to find clothes doesn’t mean you have to give me a 
hard time about it," I told her. "P1 find some stuff that fits.” 

"What you need is a stripper supply store," Jenna said. "With all the strip clubs in 
Vegas I’m sure they have one somewhere. There’s no way you’re going to find clothes 
that fit you at regular stores anymore. You’ ve moved into specialty category." 

"Big and tall stores, maybe," Vicki added. 

"More like big and busty,” Jenna said, correcting her. "Look at her, she’s totally out 
of proportion. If she went to a big and tall store, she could probably find some tops 
that would fit her, but they’d be all baggy around the midsection, since usually only fat 
people have busts her size. There’s not a lot of clothing that’s huge up top to give the 
boobs some room but tight around the midsection to hug her abs." 

"You know, she’s right," Vicki remarked. "It’s going to be hard for you to find 
clothes that fit. This is going to be a problem for you, especially when you get home. 
Where are you going to find clothes back home that fit you right?" 

"I admit that’s one challenge [ll have to deal with. But it’s still not a deal-breaker. 
I still love my new breasts." 

"T1 help you out Lis,” Vicki told me. Before we leave I'll find a place you can get 
some clothes, don’t worry. I'm good at tracking specialty places down. Sometimes I 
have to do the same just to get good stuff that fits me." Vicki often shopped at specialty 
places or on the Internet. Being just five feet tall limited her options, although not as 
much as having 41-inch tits. My boobs were now a little bigger than my own head, 
bigger even than volleyballs. I didn’t doubt Vicki, but I knew it’d probably be hard for 
her to find something that would actually fit me. 

The three of us walking together in the mall attracted a lot of attention. More likely 
it was just me attracting all the attention. When I noticed people looking at us, they 
were always looking directly at me. Maybe some people were looking at Jenna or 
Vicki, but I think my boobs were what was focusing people’s attention in our direction. 
There was a definite difference than when I walked through the mall the first time with 
my DD-cup boobs after the operation. I was easily getting 10-times the attention that 
I was then. I couldn’t seem to go anywhere without having everyone look at me at 
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least once. A lot of the guys would do double takes. I’d walk by them, and they’ d turn 
their head as they walked by me, trying to get a last peek before I walked out of sight. 

"You know, you never did tell us what you did last night," Vicki told me. "What did 
you do up in the VIProom? Did you have to fight off the men with a stick?" 

"I had a few admirers up there." 

"And?" Jenna asked, curious for details. 

"And I hung out and that’s it. Nothing big." 


A few minutes later, before we could finish shopping, I got a call on my cell, "Hello, 
this is Detective Enrique Olmos with the Las Vegas Police Department," the voice 
said. The LVPD wanted me to come down to the station to identify the prick who 
ripped off my bra and assaulted me. Detective Olmos explained to me that the hotel 
security staff caught him when he came back yesterday to retrieve his things from his 
room. He was a guest there, after all. He was in police custody on assault and battery 
charges. I told them that I would be there shortly, and that I still wanted to press 
charges. 

Vicki and Jenna were going to come with me. They wanted to support me, and 
Jenna wanted to explain to the officer that they should throw the book at Adam and 
that it was pure luck that I didn’t get hurt any more than I was. When we arrived we 
waited for about an hour before we could meet with Detective Olmos. Apparently he 
was interrogating another suspect who was in the middle of a confession. They weren’t 
about to break that off. When he did arrive, he apologized for being late, and they 
showed me ten mug shots of various lanky white men. I picked out Adam easily out of 
the group, satisfying their concern that they had caught the right guy. 

"With a positive identification by the victim, plenty of witnesses, and a security 
camera that caught him running out of the hotel, bra in-hand, this is a pretty open-and- 
shut case. The D.A. will bring it before the grand jury when they convene Monday 
morning. I don’t think you’ ll be required to testify at the grand jury hearing. If it goes 
to trial, which it probably won’t, then you will need to be here to testify." 

"PU do it," I told the detective. "I'll come back here if that’s what it takes. I want 
to see this guy pay. What could he get? Could he do time, or is this just going to be a 
slap on the wrist?" 

"The maximum sentence is six months and a $2000 fine. The judge could impose 
whatever sentence he wants up to those limits. Of course it’s up to the D.A.’s office, 
but I don’t think they’d plead this out for less than a month jail time. They have him 
on camera committing battery at a casino; the guy wasn’t very smart about where he 
decided to commit a crime. You’re also free to pursue a civil charge against him to 
collect damages." 

"Yes, I know that. Thank you detective. Is there anything else I need to do?" 
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"Yes, actually. There's some paperwork I'd like you to sign, and I want you to 
review your statement since that is going to be read at the grand jury hearing. If there’s 
anything wrong or you want to add anything, now’s the time — before he’s charged." 

After finishing up with the police department, Jenna, Vicki, and I decided we’d 
take it easy for the night. They got smashed the previous night and they still hadn’t 
told me what happened. Of course, I didn’t tell them about my little adventure either, 
so I guess we were even. We finished the night up by seeing a movie, and then we 
went back to our room. 








CHAPTER 1: THURSDAY 


T had a rather rude awakening at 9:20 AM from Jenna. "HOLY SHIT!" She was so 
loud she woke not only me, but also Vicki as well. 

"Jesus Christ, Jenna, what is it?" I asked her. Vicki got up and ran into my room as 
well. Jenna was standing there with one of my bra’s in her hand. She was looking at 
1t with her mouth open in disbelief. 

"Lisa 1s wearing a 32-J cup bra," Jenna said, eyes wide open. "32-J!" She said it 
again for emphasis — as if we didn’t hear her the first time. 

"This is what you wake me up for?" I snarled at her. Not only was I pissed that she 
woke me up to tell me my own bra size, but I was even more pissed that she was 
snooping around through my things. "You’re going through my stuff now? What the 
fuck is this?" 

"I had to see just how big it was. I mean, when I saw them lying there, I couldn’t 
help it. You could carry around two gallon-size milk jugs in these things. I can’t 
believe your tits are so huge that you need all this fabric just to hold them. This isn’t 
a bra so much as it is a tent." 

Vicki felt sympathy for my situation, but she couldn't help herself — she broke out 
into laughter. "Small animals could parachute to safety using them,” she added, trying 
to get in on the fun. 

"Very funny," I told them. "Remember what we agreed to on Tuesday. You guys 
were supposed to stop giving me shit about my breasts." 

"We said we’d stop mocking you about your breasts, but we never agreed to not 
make fun of your bras. This is totally fair game," Jenna said, smiling. I gave her a 
nasty look. "Don’t get pissed at me. They’re your bras." 

"That’s right, they are my bras. Yet you are the one who is handling them right 
now. Why don’t you just put it down and leave them and me alone. You are a trouble 
maker." 

"Me? Iam not," Jenna protested. 

"Yes, you are — ever since you got here." 

"Okay you both, let’s not get crazy. It was natural to be surprised, Lisa. We’ve 
never seen a bra that big before, let alone one that’s for one of our friends. You can’t 
blame us for being a little shocked." Vicki was always the one to try and play mediator. 
I think if it weren’t for her, Jenna and I would have tried to kill each other a long time 
ago. 
"Whatever, Vicki. The fact remains that she doesn’t have to go poking through my 
things." 
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"Okay, true, but you don’t have to get nasty either. We’ ve all borrowed each other’s 
clothes before. It’s not a big deal. Now let’s go get some breakfast." 

The three of us went for breakfast, and I actually confined myself to a normal-sized 
portion. I didn’t want to pig out in front of my friends. Afterwards, I realized that I 
had my follow-up visit with Dr. Reynolds, so I quickly got ready and grabbed a taxi to 
his office. 


When l arrived at Dr. Reynolds’ office, it took just five minutes for the receptionist 
to take me back to the waiting room. The doctor saw me and dropped his clipboard. 
"Jesus Christ Lisa! What have you done?" 

"What do you mean?" 

"You’re huge!" 

"That was the point of the surgery." 

"Right, but Christ, how much have you eaten this last week?" 

"A lot," I said, smiling. 

He put me on the scale and it read 128. "That's more or less eight pounds you’ ve 
gained since we met last week. You’ ve been gaining about a pound per day! You've 
got to stop. If you continue like this you’re going to grow completely out of control. 
This weight gain has already added seven pounds to your chest and just one pound to 
the rest of your body! Your breasts are enormous. This is just after one week. Did you 
even listen to what I said about being careful to control your weight? The entire 
purpose of these implants is to slowly add excess weight to your breasts, not blow 
them up overnight." 

"Am Iin any danger?" I asked. I was a little concerned. 

"Well, ordinarily your skin would be really strained at this point and we could have 
been risking necrosis due to lack of blood. Luckily your body is growing new blood 
vessels as it packs on the pounds in order to feed the fat cells that have been growing 
in your breasts. By extension, it is getting enough blood flow to your dermis as well. 
But that’s beside the point. You can’t keep gorging yourself like this. Allow yourself 
to grow over time. There’s no reason to keep on like this." 

"Thanks for your concern, doc, but I like the way I look. I’m still not satisfied with 
my size yet. I want to go larger." 

Dr. Reynolds shook his head, disapproving of my intentions. "I’m not saying there’s 
anything wrong with that, Lisa, but you need to understand — this procedure was never 
designed to be undertaken so rapidly. I want you to promise me you’ll do some exercise 
this week and control your weight. And I want you to see me again next week. I want 
to monitor you to see that you remain at a stable weight." 








"Okay, I understand," I told him. I didn’t want to be lectured anymore. "I was 
planning on leaving on Saturday, though. My spring break is going to end." 

"I'm sorry, but you’ll have to stay or find a way to come back. I need to examine 
you again next week. This is your health we’re talking about." I agreed to come back 
next Thursday, but I didn’t know what I was going to do. I suppose I would have to 
stay or else take a plane out just for Thursday’s examination. To be honest, I was 
enjoying Vegas very much - the clubs, parties, men, non-stop sex. I was having a 
blast. Perhaps one more week wouldn’t be such a bad thing. 


Around 6:00 PM that night I got a call on my cell from Jacob, my admirer from the 
VIP room at MGM. "Hi Lisa, this is Jacob. I was wondering if you were doing 
anything tonight?" 

"Well, I was probably going to hang out with my friends, but I could change my 
mind." 

"Pve been wanting to see you ever since Tuesday night. I can’t get your boobs, I 
mean you, out of my head. You want to come over? [ll make another payment toward 
your student loans. I want to spend the night with you. You could bring a change of 
clothes." 

"Okay, I'll be there in an hour. Your same suite at the MGM, right?" 

"Yes, thank you for agreeing. I can’t wait to see you." I hung up with him and went 
to my closet to find some clothes. I had one clean top that I could use for tomorrow, 
and I would wear my top-heavy dress that I used last Sunday with Robert. I could just 
barely fit my boobs into it. It was a definite challenge. The dress was a little loose up 
top when I was between an F and a G. As a full J-cup, I really filled it out. I had a lot 
of cleavage on display, certainly enough to drive any man to stare and enough to make 
a breast man’s eyes pop out. This was definitely a good outfit to use on Jacob. Asa 
self-confessed fan of "curvy" women, he was going to enjoy this. 

T arrived at his suite about 45 minutes after his call, and he looked pretty good in his 
evening clothes. He was ready to take me out. We were going to have a proper date 
first before I let him have his way with me. He pulled open his wallet and handed me 
$2000 in cash, just like last time. I quickly put it in my purse and we got underway. 
The restaurant he took us to was a seafood place, which was fine with me. I hadn’t had 
seafood for some time and despite my doctor’s orders, I continued my binging. We 
had good conversation, but it was clear that what the good lawyer really wanted to talk 
about was my tits. When we were talking about growing up, he would ask questions 
like, "And how did people react to your figure?" Or if we were talking about work or 
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school he’d ask whether I'd ever received "special treatment." This guy was seriously 
fixated on my tits. He noticed their recent growth as well. 

It was his dime, though, so I obliged. When he saw that I wasn’t adverse to the 
subject, he became more direct, "When did you start developing?" I decided that Pd 
tell him about my boobs’ "special properties." 

"Well, P ve had good-sized breasts for a long time, but I really just started growing 
recently." 

"Really?" he asked, a little confused. 

"Tm not like most girls," I told him. "I have this condition. I gain almost all my 
weight in my boobs. If I don’t watch my weight very carefully, my boobs can grow 
very large, very quickly. Recently, this being a vacation and all, I’ve really let myself 
go. I haven't exercised, I’ ve been overeating, I just haven’t been taking care of myself 
and my huge boobs are the result." 

"They look bigger since I last saw you. I thought maybe I was seeing things or 
maybe it was your outfit, but they do look bigger." 

"I was probably around an H or I-cup last time I saw you. Today I’m a full J-cup. 
They’ re still growing because I really haven't taken care of myself this week. I’ve 
been eating like a pig." 

"You’re serious? You gain all your weight in your chest? How is that even possible?" 
I wasn’t going to give him my secret. 

"For some reason most of my fat cells developed in my boobs. It makes gaining 
weight anywhere else in my body pretty much impossible. I mean, I do gain weight all 
over, but more than four-fifths goes straight to my tits." His fork clattered to the plate 
at this point. He looked like he was going to drool. 

"Have you ever thought of going really large... you know, just to see how far you 
could go?" 

"T ve never been bigger than I am right now," I told him. "I was pretty much letting 
myself get big so I could have some fun here in Vegas." 

"You should go bigger,” he said. "Much bigger. That’s the most amazing thing 
I’ve ever heard of." 

"You like seeing boobs grow?" I asked him. 

"I won't lie, ’m obsessed with them. Ever since I made love to you last Tuesday, 
I’ve thought of nothing else. I could barely concentrate on my trial. I can barely 
concentrate now. They’re so... intoxicating." I laughed, sending my boobs jiggling. I 
could see his eyes go straight to my tits. Not that he wasn’t helping himself during the 
entire dinner, but any kind of movement immediately focused his attention right on 
them. "Would you let me make them bigger?" 








"Sure," I told him. "Just order me a dessert." After dinner he summoned over the 
waiter and ordered me two desserts and commanded that I eat them both. I told him I 
was pretty full, but he would have none of it. In truth, I was only feigning disagreement 
— I had every intention of devouring both desserts and pushing my boobs straight into 
K-cup territory. When the desserts arrived, I dug in and finished both of them pretty 
quickly. Jacob watched me the whole time, or rather watched my chest. It looked like 
he thought he was going to see my boobs burst out right there, after I finished eating 
the desserts. 

"It takes time," I told him. "Its not like food goes straight from my mouth to my 
tits. It’ ll take time to digest. It’s a slow process." After he paid for the dinner, we went 
back up to his suite, and there was champagne on ice. He poured us both a glass, and 
we got undressed and laid down on his bed. 

His tongue was immediately all over my breasts, licking, sucking, and playfully 
biting. I squished my boobs together and mashed them around his dick, massaging his 
member. "That feels wonderful,” he said. I continued and before long, he exploded 
inside my breasts. 

"Oops," I said, smiling a little. "Looks like someone got a little too excited." 

"I couldn’t help it," he explained. "Sorry." 

"No need to apologize," I said. "As long as you had fun." 

"Yes, I certainly did." We sat naked on the bed, facing each other, with my tits 
pressed up against his chest. Within a few more minutes he was hard again, but he told 
me he couldn’t cum again. He didn’t have any "reserves." He just stared at my tits, 
and we made some small talk. He had "rented" me for the entire night, so I was 
obligated to stay. 

I didn’t mind that much. I found it cute that he was so enamored with my tits. I 
guess it made sense that a man could be equally or perhaps even more obsessed with 
my tits than I was. I wasn’t sure, though. I was really obsessed with getting big 
boobs... Judging from Robert’s negative reaction last week, I really didn’t think that 
most men would be receptive to that idea. That’s when I found out I was totally wrong 
about this guy. He had the boobie bug! 

"Do you think you might stay with me this week? Id like to spend more time with 
you." 

"Wow, that came right out of left field." 

"Okay, now don’t freak out, but let me just throw an idea at you. What if you 
stayed with me this week and you let me make your breasts even larger." 

I feigned amazement. I hadn’t told him that I was taking the week off anyway in 
order to see my doctor on Thursday. It sounded like a plausible idea to me, but I 
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wasn’t going to tell him that. "You want me to what? Make my boobs even bigger? 
I’m approaching the upper limits as it is. I have no tops or bras that fit anymore. In 
fact, I was about to start up with my exercise routine in order to shrink them down. I 
can’t go back to school with them being so large." I was laughing inside... I wondered 
whether I was a convincing liar. 

"No, no, no," he said, shaking his head, "That would be a big mistake. Just stay 
here with me another week. Pl take care of everything. 111 make sure you get some 
proper clothing plus I will make it worth your while." 

"This is some kind of obsession of yours, isn’t it? You want to try expand my 
breasts as much as you can during the next week or something?" 

"The truth is, I have always been enamored with large-chested women. But I’ve 
always dreamed of expanding a woman to huge proportions. It’s a fantasy of mine. Of 
course, the only way I ever thought I'd be able to go about that would be through 
progressively larger implant surgeries. I never thought l’ d meet a woman who had the 
ability to control the size of her own breasts just through diet. That is truly amazing. I 
must say, I’m still a little skeptical." 

"Are you really? You saw me on Tuesday and you’ve seen me today. You know 
that I’m bigger." 

"Yes, but it could be possible that you had some kind of procedure." 

"You’ve felt my breasts. You know they’re natural. I’m the real deal. There’s 
nothing in my boobs except boob." 

"Which is why I want you to stay here the week. Let’s see how big we can make 
them. It’ll be a real challenge." 

"It won’t be a challenge for me. It’s pretty easy actually — eat and don’t work out. 
That’s all it takes." 

"Okay, so it'll be a challenge for me. How much can I tempt you to grow?" 

"Go ahead, tempt me." 

"Okay then. Stay here with me next week, and I’ll pay you $1000 for every cup- 
size you increase. You can spend the days eating and growing while I’m in trial and 
the nights with me." 

"That's interesting," I told him, "but what about food and clothing? I'll need clothing 
to fit and plenty of food to get my boobs growing. Pl literally eat up all my earnings." 

"Okay, I'll pay for that too." 

"Well then... I suppose I'm game." 

"Really?" he asked, with a little disbelief. 

"Really," [told him. "Just how committed are you to this little endeavor?" 

"More than you know. I’d fund this fantasy far longer than a week, too." 








"Don’t get yourself in too deep," I said. "Listen, I could grow longer than a week 
too and I could grow really, really big. But I don’t think you’d have the funds or the 
resolve to continue." 

"I'm on the verge of winning a class action lawsuit against the insurance industry 
here in Las Vegas. I have the funds, and after this trial, P’ ll have the time as well. Pd 
be willing to take this as far as it can go. Pd continue to pay you to get bigger and 
bigger and bigger. The question is, would you do it? Would you go really large?" 

"Yes, Pll do it. And not only will I do it, I will put my full effort in this project. I 
will expand my breasts to a size that you could only dream of. I will literally be 
busting out of my tops and my bras day after day after day!" His mouth dropped and 
he started staring at me. "Oh yes, if you really want to see me grow, I'll grow further 
than you've could ever imagine. l'Il be beyond your wildest big-busted fantasy." 

"I really don’t think you could grow bigger than I could imagine." 

"Oh, I think I could," I told him. I wasn’t going to let him question my resolve. 

"I'm warning you, Lisa, I have a very big imagination." 

"And I have a very big appetite. I will grow larger than you can imagine. As long as 
you re willing to continue funding this little experiment, I'll keep growing. I’m warning 
you now, I could bankrupt you with my tits — that’s how big I could get." 

"Well, let’s stop discussing it and get on with it." 

"Fine. Give me the phone. It’s time for me to order up some chocolates and pastries." 

"Okay," he responded. "Let’s get this project started." He handed me the phone 
and I dialed. It had begun. 


Continued in... 
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by: Anonymoose 
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